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asked, "when you came across that distilled phro-
sin?"
"Not even then/5 he assured her. "There is not the
slightest evidence that at any time Lady Grassleyes*
experiments have been in the direction of producing
synthetic drugs or anything of that sort. She was ap-
parently treating a few patients for nervous diseases
and treating them very skilfully, too. The only trou-
ble is that now they have been left suddenly in a sort
of half-cured state, and one scarcely knows how to
deal with them. That young fellow. Paid Oliver, is
an example of what I mean."
"But he responded to your treatment marvel-
lously/3
"Quite true," he assented, "but I had to take a
risk. What we want, Jane, is your aunt's Formula
Book."
"Do you like calling me 'Jane'?" she asked
blandly.
"I like it immensely," he assured her. "Perfect ass
I should be, shouldn't I, if I called you by anything
else but your Christian name when we are engaged!"
"I suppose so. What am I expected to call you,
then?"
"'David/ of course/*
She pushed back her plate and sipped the country
wine thoughtfully.
"How did you grasp the fact that I had fallen des-
perately in love with you?"
"I haven't grasped it, yet/9 he answered. "I am
waiting for you to tell me so***
"Well, I haven V